<a FIERE (S$ NO BAEM 


me SN BIRMINGHAM 
=e 
ita ry 


‘ 


There Is No Balm 
In Birmingham 


There Is No Balm 
In Birmingham 


poems by 


Ann Deagon 


St. Andrews College Press 
Loe 


Copyright © 1978, 1997 by Ann Deagon 
First Edition by David R. Godine, 
Publisher Boston, Massachusetts 


Printed by Atwood Printing Co., Inc. 
in Asheville, North Carolina 


For St. Andrews College Press 
1700 Dogwood Mile 
Laurinburg, NC 28352 


ISBN: 1-879934-29-9 


Second Printing: June 1997 


For Andrea 


Contents 


A Gynecology 


I. There Is No Balm In Birmingham 


1 


II Customs of the Esquimaux Women 2 


Ill Jugglers All 
Moving North 
Certified Copy 
Games for the Root-House Children 
The Tree House 
The House of Three Pianos 
Of Mice 
Dreams of Affluence 
The Weather Balloon Deadwoman’s 
Float 
Basic Rescue 
Man and Wife Is One Flesh 
Gestalting the Dream 


Variations in an Unknown Key 


3 


4 


5 


6 


20 


21 


Measures 
I Pythagoras at the Piano 
II The Antiquarians 
III Epicycles 
IV Leonardo’s Wheel 
V Fugue 

Untitled 

Getting Out the Thorns 

Early November 

‘lod und das Weib 

The String Lady 


The Old Mine 


24 
25 
26 
27 
28 
20 
30 
ol 
393 
34 


36 


A GYNECOLOGY 


I There Is No Balm in Birmingham 


Among the agents used by counterfeiters 
to age their stock are: glycerine, 
whale oil, rose water. I know this art. 
To make their tender legal, to pass current, 
my petaled, my limpid aunts 
distilled in the coiled copper of their afternoons 
animal, vegetable, mineral 
into a balmy essence that preserved 
their beauty moist. 

Leathered as I am, 
Aunties, sisters, | smear my page 
with crafty balsam, beauteous conceit, 
hide to the last, last line the truth that’s not 
beauty but bone. bone. bone. bone. 


II Customs of the Esquimaux Women 


They do not stalk the caribou 
tall-boned over hard white. 
Kneeling fur-trousered low to 

the bleak of ice they cut one 

pure hole, prise up its flat moon. 

In under sea the muscled seal 

like dark pigs root for air. 

One woman loosens furs, dips one 
bare breast into the breathing hole: 
its nipple spurts a thread of scent. 
Seal veer and rise, their snouts 
nudge, nuzzle, strike. The woman 
screams, they grapple, tug the black 
clenched beast on ice, hack off 

its head, the woman’s cry still coming hoarse, 
rhythmic. 


Nights in the igloo she crouches, 
softens stiff skin between her teeth. 
Beside her in a shallow stone 
seal blubber flickers the whole night. 


Ill Jugglers All 


Let the balls be round as oranges, rounder 
than eggs, than babies. Let them cluster 
the air like grapes before they fall. 

Let the Indian Clubs glide and hover 
svelte as the legs of sorority sisters 
turning cartwheels in the leaf of spring. 
Let the glasses brim with order 

tinkling in pyramids and not a drop 
suggest time shatters even pyramids. 


Aud when the juggler climbs stair upon stair 
lofting to miracle glass water chair, 

let her then spin around her in great arcs 
eggs oranges babies grapes and human parts, 
like God by compass rounding out the skies. 
Like any woman juggling for her life. 


Moving North 


The Brown Recluse, also known as the Hermit Fiddler, 
a spider whose bite produces a gangrenous sore, 1s 
apparently spreading northward. From its original 
home in the Southwest it has now migrated as far as 
North Carolina. 


Not it. She. The one with eggs. 
Demographer with the future in her belly, 
moving up in the world. Texas rots 

dry, Louisiana wet. Twenty 

years in Alabama: closets, drawers, 

silver chests, the backs of portraits 
cottoned with eggs and everywhere the sweet 
festering scent. In Tennessee 

she homed into the woodpile, roughed it, 
budded the boards with eggs. Now here 
holed up in my ornamental block 

she babysits a quiet contagion. 


Lady, 
I know your bite. Iam myself 
something of a recluse and given 
to wearing brown. My Odyssey— 
no, my Penelopeid up the dry 
shins of girlhood to the wetter parts 
was not unlike your own. We are heading 
both of us north. The cold, I hear, 
is shriveling, the cold bites back. 
Even in this lush midway state I feel 
a touch of gangrene on my hither leg, 
some deadlier hermit fiddling in my brain. 


Certified Copy 


I have xeroxed my navel 

bare-bellied in the public brary 

borne on the hymeneal cries 

of hysteric librarians, inserted a coin 

prone on the glass slab steeled myself against 
the green light's insolent stroke 

and viewed emerging 

instantaneously, parthenogenously from the slit 
this reproduction of my reproduction 

this evidence of my most human birth. 


Archives forget, Bibles prevaricate 

aged witnesses from age grow witless— 

only the skin remembers, swirling to clench the 
archetypal wound: the center holds. 


Games for the Root-House Children 


I. First find something dead. 
Bury it. Wait a month. 
Dig it up. You will learn 
How the dead come alive. 


2. Watch spider wrap cricket 
In a cocoon. She will have 
Music in the gut all winter. 
Learn how the small survive. 


3. Learn the bee-dance. Follow the bee. 
Glut your eye on wild blooms. 
Follow the bee back home. 

Honey is sweeter than art. 


4. Take a stone. Draw a circle. 
Whatever comes inside the circle 
Smash it. You are learning 
What stones are for. 


5. Cut off a finger: trout strike. 
Lie still in the field: a buzzard 
Centers down. Wring its neck. 
The body is the only bait. 


6. Tie a mouse to a thistle. 
Lean your hoe to a tree. 
When the snake comes, teach him 
A new way to shed skin. 


7. When you are big, wrestle the bear. 
Win, and you feast in a fur coat. 
Lose, and you sleep underground 
All winter long next his heart. 


8. When you have learned all the games 
Lay your axe to the tree’s root. 
Knowledge, quoth Lilith, is firewood. 
The winters here are hard. 


The Tree House 
I 


At Chimney Place (the chimney long gone 
to lizards) grape vines swallowed 
boxwood rows. The tumbled 

pony shed buried a half- 

glimpsed still saddled cadaver. 

(Nights we heard faint whinnies.) 

We built the tree house there. 


We nailed our childhood to 

the great maple—each cleat 

a splintered year. Skates made pulleys 

to hoist our booty: duckboards ripe 

with fungus, tin signs from rotted 

fruit stands, boards that said KEEP OUT. 
The sled my uncle split against a tree 
framed the entrance. Gripping its runners 
we swung into our own high keep. 


II 


Was there a dead pony? you question. 
I had no uncle, either. And who 

would have had a sled in Birmingham? 
Why did I say we when I was always 
alone? Is there no truth? you ask— 
only this shape-shifting, this growth 

of lies like kudzu altering the trees 
into a stand of monsters? No. 

I never built a tree house. 

Until now. 


Il 


Why does a grown woman build 

a tree house of words (a word house 
of trees)? The metaphor at best 

is inexact. True, we scrounge 
anything to cage us from the wind. 
True, from there we see 

further than the yard. True, 

what once streaked on snow 

falters in the melting, hangs 

at rust. Call it allegory. 


But if it wasn’t true, why these 
flakes of rust along my palm? Why 
these dreams of falling? 


The House of Three Pianos 
I 


Every high corner of the porch 

is fluted with dirt-daubers’ tunnels. 

I ream them out with my broom handle. 
Each one houses at its upper end 

some insect’s shrouded body. Cliff dwellers, 
was it from you I learned to hide 

a succulent corpse in every fluted 

corridor of my brain? Where poems 

hatch and feed, grow wings, issue 

into air. 


II 


It is the body of a girl. 

The room is called la grande salle 

or perhaps the conservatory. 

The door opens. Inside 

are three pianos. At dusk they are like 
misshapen coffins. Some thing 

with hump or wing, some Quasimodo 
lies here or stalks abroad. Dreamed by day 
they hum like great transformers: 
throw back the cover—the sun 
short-circuits, you burn white. 

At night by chandelier they play 

like machines the infinite repertoire 

of what has never been written, of what 
I will never write. 


10 


Ill 


This room was real once. I came in 

out of a wood. There were three: 

the Father too hard, the Mother too soft, 
the Young One right. Somewhere between 
bed and chair and table I learned 

hate. pity. desire. But not which 

of these is the greatest. That shell game 

I still play. 


IV 


I know those people 

are nothing to me. What they were 
I could not have known. They rest 
now in low houses. Only 

the mind that sly mortician replays 
continually the past’s imposture. 


On this white pad by slow curettage 
poem by poem I ream the tunnels out, 
scrape clean the high hollow of my skull. 
Abort the myth. Let in the air. 
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Of Mice 


Post holes sunk by plumb line in this 
muddy April deep cored 

well with dank cider, float mouse cadavers. 
O you pink-footed furriers, 

not all holes are home. At best you’ll strand 
in May’s draining, mush under 
concrete-bedded fence posts that stripe the 
neighbor view like print against page. 


Well mouse, your betters fare no better. All 
stark words deep set in lines 
bed against some battering of flesh 
some draggled fur of lovers. 
Scurry, Eduardo: 
I have dug this poem for you. 
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Dreams of Affluence 


I am a housewife vacuuming 

her swimming pool. Under my toes 
under the blue vinyl, moles 

hump their tunnels. The cat 

lays them pale and dripping at our 
doorstep. She has learned how to 
dive. The chlorine 

has bleached her white. 

You cannot tell her from a mole. 


I am diving through my life. 
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The Weather Balloon 


In June at seven from the pool 

the clearest-eyed child 

cries out, has sighted 

the weather balloon, tiny as 

a bead of quicksilver, a bubble 
caught under fathoms of blue. 

It will not surface here 

where our yard beaches the sky. 

At sea in air it drifts, its whole 
purpose that dritting. Meteorologists 
plot its azimuth. We train 
binoculars and our binocular gaze 
on its uncaring passage. Our round 
pool blinks back the sky. We think © 
we are tethered. We are all of us 

at sea. 
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Deadwoman’s Float 


This way of drowning, this element 

buoys me above you: I breast your waves, 
ride at your anchor, plunge and crest, 
shudder, break against your coral, drown. 
Drowning upward, stars turn fish, 

fish dart like stars. You smile, reach up 

to part my hair like water, my face 
surfaces watery as nymphs. You beach me 
on your chest, stranded, gasping 

your briny sweat, clenched in my hand 
that pearl your nipple, clenched in my mind 
this way of drowning, this element. 


15 


Basic Rescue 


I. OPEN THE AIRWAY 


Green cement has flooded the firehall. 

We unfold chairs. The instructor 

lays flat a white sheet. 

He inflates Resusci-Anne, 

pumps till her bent legs kick straight. 

LOOK LISTEN AND FEEL FOR BREATHING. 
She does not breathe. GIVE FOUR 

QUICK BREATHS. We kneel and breathe 

turn by turn in a discreet pavane 

each of us with her own death in tow. 


2. FEEL FOR A PULSE 


Each of us with her own death in tow: 
the baby turned blue in the highchair 
the boy at the bottom of the pool 

like a mosaic, the daughter OD’d 

the man in the bed not waking up. 


We crouch, fingertips to carotid 


feeling for pulse we know’s not there. 
All the world has a single throat. 
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3. BEGIN COMPRESSION 


All the world has a single throat. 

See how she lolls, lips parted, knowing 
she is born to this, hers to invite 

the mouths of strangers. She inhales us 
not tasting our garlic or our mouthwash 
tasting only our pale clear lives. 


The heel of our hand is between her breasts. 


We are pumping up the world, see how 
its vasty chambers fill. We will breathe 
life into the mouths of corpses: 
their lungs redden like a forge. 
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Man and Wife Is One Flesh 
I 


Barely acceptable in grammar, 
it is not mathematically sound. 
An equation incapable of proof, 
we assert it merely. 


II 


Because he was dying, they let me stay. 

In the corridor speakers called over and over. 
Something is happening in the corridor, 

he said. (But nothing was.) They gave him 
more morphine. Check the altitude, 

he said, do we have enough? I told him, 

Yes. The dog’s collar is a quarter 

inch too small. I'll exchange it, I said. 

(But we had no dog.) The monitor 

faltered and beat on, faltered and beat. 


On the third night he had not yet died. 
I leaned back in the reclining chair. 
It is hard to put in words: he lay 
propped into living; I lay back 

level with death. A great plane 

sliced through the tissue of the world. 
We lay against it, smears on a slide. 
Falling asleep I fell continually 

into his body, feeling the tubes 

dry my nostrils, feeling the slow 
swell of fluid up my wrist, 

my hair thinning to his fine golden 
my eyes blurring blue, blue. 
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Il 


He lived, for the time. We all 
live for the time only, the time 
a great shearing between dead 
flesh and the quick. No way 
but by its sting to know 

we live and live together. 


19 


Gestalting the Dream 


Yes, yes, you explained all that— 

how every figure of whatever nightmare 

is me, all things acts beings places 

all myself, myself the delicate 

sinister whisper on the phone: my child 
unharmed, she says, or soon will heal; 

myself the boy sent for help who never... 
myself the three workmen rough with beer 
fondling me toward the shack, crumpling 

the scrap of paper with the license number 

of the kidnappers’ van; myself the squad-car 
passing one street over out of hearing 

unable (as I am unable) to prevent 

anything; myself the final woman 

preacher: Let’s see what miracle the Lord 
hath wrought this day—lugging out of the trunk- 
altar the clothes bag with something in it, 
unzipping the child’s body miraculously dead. 


Yes, Doctor, I admit everything, everyone, 
every malice and forethought. Yet, Doctor: 

I am the mother who did not kill the child 
who did not lock her in the trunk. I am 

in fact the child, wanted dead or alive, 

the missing savior-cop as well as the missing 
killer, the missing aunts uncles lovers 

the father most of all who never appears. 

(I am him so entirely he never appears 

he is my dreaming eye my dreams turn blue 
at their edges from his iris.) Calm yourself, 
Doctor, I am you with your extravagant 
expectations of healing what the dream 
knows dies. Doctor, I am the poet 

of every one of my dreams and of this poem. And 
you, Reader, looking away— 

when did you first suspect that I am you? 
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Variations in an Unknown Key 
I 


The improvisations of the tone-deaf 
imply a slant aesthetic. 


II 


Ellen’s octave’s seven keys 

(her limit metacarpal, 

not metaphysical. She’s 

stretched past fifths and sixths to fall 
some half inch short of resolve). 
Her rounds come back to nowhere 
we've been, her scherzos reprove 
our tonal set. Child, I fear 

those black harmonics, austere, 
unearthly, whose heavy bruit 
hangs on the air lke iron fruit. 


Ill 


Dreaming I halt 

through sparse stubble 

on the ashen hill. 

Below, the stadium 

teems with natives. They stalk 
between the goal posts. One 
lofts a bat, perpendicular to god. 
Another dances, masked 
catcher of souls. A dozen 
blackened balls arc from a juggler. 
The ones with gloves 

have no right hands. 
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When it is over 
I hobble down. They show 
reverence to the stranger, no 
hostility. I am led inside 
the ruined conservatory. The hall 
miraculously still enshrines 
a Steinway, closed. We do obeisance. 


Here is the hard part 

to tell: the walls streaked 

with murals hierophonics, one 

might call them. Staffs dark inked 
(with gall or ash), notes somber, 

rich earth and ore tones. An art become 
holy in just that forgetting 

its name and note. 

I break the lock, 
uncover keyboard, raise top, play. 
What music comes 
where space not pitch configures, 

I cannot wake to say. Its resonance 
subsumes me. I fade from 
my view. 


IV 


The house has become 

her lustrument. 

In the chambers of the house 
her flawed heart scribes 

its syncopated beat, its cardio- 
vrammatic scale. We play 
cautious quartets. 

In the chambers of the house 
her breath becomes 

MUSIC. 
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V 


We are the tone. 
Listen, friend: 

we forked creatures— 
strike us against stone, 
we ring. Touch us 
against your cheek, 
feel us 

ring to the bone. 
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MEASURES 


I Pythagoras at the Piano 


Your fingers depress the keys, your foot 
depresses the pedal: from out that mechanism 
comes a vibrance (having to do, you explain, 
with the lengths of strings). We have been told 
God is a number. These geometries 

oppress me. (But when I answer 

how the poem makes in the mind, 

in the marrow, there a dark girl 

ripe as olives kindles in the dingy 

studio a crescendo of light.) 


In the absence of numbers 

where line and space no longer alternate 
where only space is given, these lines 
are drawn like blood. 


ll The Antiquarians 


We are agreed the earth is round; 

the quadrangle square; the lawns 
rectangular; the museum oblong; 

the galleries cubicular; the cases 
visible intersections of planes. Look: 
sudden beyond glass, the dead potter’s 
incalculable fingers from the wheel 
stroked a bowl round as breasts. 


Observe among the Egyptiaca 

that fulsome figurine, her naked 
symmetry: only the feet missing — 

broken off, so the card informs, 

to forestall escape from the dead 

man’s embraces. But don’t we all 

take off our feet before we go to bed’? 

(His hand in my hair, at my back the wall: 
between the rock and the hard place I have 
savored necessities.) The card omits 
whether the sculptor modeled from life, 
whether he broke her feet 

tu keep her still. 
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26 


III Epicycles 


Above the Sunset Inn 
some hours past sunset 
the moon pulls in 
to the earth’s shadow. Observatories 
congratulate the punctual 
universe. (If we find another 
planet, you said, it will be round 
and roll.) 

In room 11 my 
terrestrial mechanic and I 
map out the body’s paths, 
turning past each other 
in the night. 


IV. Leonardo’s Wheel 


On the coffee table between us 

the drawn man (da Vinci, figure I) 

squares with theory: head to toe 

fingertip to fingertip aligns 

a perfect square—bisects at groin, 

is quartered at knee and nipple—the square 
root of Man. A compass fixed 

at navel circumscribes his limbs’ orbit. 
(Projected on my bed, the spread- 

eagled figure struggles, strains, 

steadies to my stroke, shudders—the voice 
breaking upward, the blond cry.) 


Leonardo, your figures do not 


he. Ringed in we wheel toward 
earth’s shadow cone. We eclipse. 
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V Fugue 


I have observed 
measure, though never moderation. 
Say Man’s the measure: all the same, 
Man is not always the same. 
The man in every stanza is not 
always the same. (The woman is. 
Always the same.) 

Musician, 
I have not made this poem to say 
Woman is the measure. But that 
what signifies is measureless. 
(Your touch on ivory or woman’s breast 
defying calibration—the note 
we strike together resonating 
out of key and out of time.) Man 
woman figure figurine, our modes 
diverge, our sameness draws us in: 
mon semblable, mon frére, 
all ways my same. 


Untitled 


There are names for everything we do. 

(The classicist recalls them from Catullus.) 
You can find them in the manuals. 

They are illustrated by photographs 

of a young man who does not much 

notice the girl he fondles. He remembers 

how his older brother tied his hands 

and pushed the end of a toy gun inside him, 
whipping him with the gun-belt over and over. 
He is hard and straight like the barrel of a gun. 
Under the lights the girl’s skin warms. 

She concentrates on the blond photographer, 
angling her breasts toward the camera. 

The manuals have so little to teach. 


Those words, those pictures do not define our acts. 


Yes, we committed that one, this one 

we tried and failed, in the motel room 

where ice melted with a sound like footsteps 
as our separate lives came loose and fell away. 
Our own exposures blurred in the half-dark 
defy our captioning. I have no name 

to give them, or give you. 
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Getting Out the Thorns 


Tjens Jensen, known as “the Human Hedgehog,” 
has had a total of 32,131 inch-long thorns removed 
from his body since falling into a barberry hedge in 
April 1971. His doctors are puzzled. 


One needn’t tell the doctors everything. 

Does it matter to them what story you fell from, 
or that the woman had long hair 

and a name like a vegetable? 

It’s the count that counts. 

I tell you, Tjens, we hedgehogs know 

a thing the M.D.’s don’t: the real thornbush’s 
inside. A sort of acupuncture 

in reverse. When I was twelve 

a little south of McBurney’s Point 

I felt the first pricking. It spread 

along the Meridians, through the Four Seas, 
to the Great Connecting Point of the Spleen. 


They tell me Chinese women in old times 
from modesty would point to where they hurt 
on the practitioner’s doll. And then he’d ease 
their fevers with la grande piqtre. 

Times change. We needle our doctors. 

We become the instruments of our own need. 
(Sleeping with us you sleep on pins and needles: 
like porcupines we must do it carefully.) 

We become the instruments of our own need. 
We are opening out: each spine pushes 

open another Window of the Sky, 

another Gilded Temple, another 

Gushing Well. Soon we will be translucent, 
our lacy flesh at bloom on the sharp tree. 


Early November 


“Lay on more weight.” 
—Giles Cory, at Salem 


I 


The turtle in Friends Homes parking lot 

has had it, has spilled like soup 

from her cracked tureen. What we fear, 

panic in the crawl space (the furnace moans 
wanting its filters changed, the house on top 
encrusted, thickening). My grandmother’s dog 
under the springs humped up when my grandfather 
humped down: one night the slats fell. 

Let a joist break, we crack like coconuts, 

our milk runs out. What it is to live 

in houses made by hands. 


II 


Gestalt the dream: I am the helmsman’s wheel, 
he turns me point by point. I am the mariner. 
(I will not qualify him, call his eyes blue 

with absence. Let that be as it may.) 

We have gone below. The boat unhelmed 
wallows. He bears me down. 

Under the keel swooning seas 

shift. Yes, I am the boat 

uncaptained, stunned, directionless. 

I am the stunning sea: the boat staggers 
between my thighs. 
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Il 


With a dark man in a night dark 

as the one that killed him, I kneel 

at Randall Jarrell’s grave. We brush away 
rained leaves. Broken sky 

comes down in drops. The slab has gathered 
light from nowhere, we see it float. 

It bears us like a raft. I am half adrift 

in the nighted world, half weighted here 
under the grinding stone my bones to dust. 


IV 


You would not think books like these heavy, 

my yearly output each in its paper back. 

They ruffle on the lectern. Where’s the weight, 
you ask. Over my head 

the iron glossary not yet set down, 

that unabridgement of the great unspoken, 
there’s the infinity that breaks the pencil’s point 
in early November. 


V 


To my twelve readers and you in your gown 
I make no plea guilty or not guilty, 

will testify only to the weight of the stones 
the men houses books my weighted body 
under which I run like cider 

under which I am running like a tide. 


Tod und das Weib 


No flowers. I will not lie 

in state or under the astroturf 
of cemeteries. (Earth has been 
often enough my bed, but with 
livelier bedfellows than these 
morticians.) I have other plans. 


I am engaged to Johns Hopkins. 
Packed in that cool drawer 

IT hold my breath. My new lovers 
scrub up. They clip their nails. 
They put rubbers on their fingers. 
They make jokes. They will uncover 
all my secrets. They will know me 
inside out. 


I do not say all love is like this. 
But if it is I choose it still: 

as I came naked from my mother 
as I went naked to my man 

to feel at dying as at borning 


against my flesh in their sweet fumble 


the brash tentative hands of men. 
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The String Lady 


The string lady is in her room. 

She has unraveled the city. 

Great hanks snarls ravelings 

of twine net her. She is a salty 
catch, an octopus untangling 
America. She rolls it up. Balls 

orbit her like moons. They snowball. 


This is no yarn I spin: the lady 

is real. Her room is on 46th Street, 
the 9th floor. She has lived there 
for years. This is what she does. 
Why did she begin? Did she 

watch a beachcomber shoulder 

a great rope, its frayed end 

down his back like a mane 

raveled to ringlets? Or 

on Sunday morning opening 

the broom closet found the roomer 
with an extension cord close 
around his throat? She does not say. 


It gets harder to find string. 

Soon the world will come unstrung. 
Then she will unravel the drapes 
the bedspread her socks sweater 
underwear her white hair her skin 
coarse threads slubbed with moles 


then her stringy flesh veins tendons 
wound round. Last the ganglia 

the spinal cord—oh Ariadne’s clue 
out of the labyrinth and all it takes 
is winding! She winds down 

the last spidery ball. The room 

is in order. The room waits. 


After a thousand years or so, listen: 
Do the balls stir? Is something 
beating like a heart? 
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The Old Mine 


I 
Crouch at 
the tunnel’s mouth: 
cold pours your lap full. 
If cold’s only 
heat’s absence 
here absence 
floods, here nil 
rides to the knee. 


II 
A monk once slept seven days: 
from his mouth a green mouse crept, 
found out a hole in the hill, 
came back at week’s end. The monk 
woke up with intimations 
of great wealth, mined the mousehole’s 
emerald droppings, died rich 
and damned. 


Ill 
Something is coming out of this hole 
squared with square beams. Not 
something square, something not 
dug with hands. 
It keeps coming. There is no 
half-life to cold. 


IV 
Two hundred years back 
took the sapphires, that jelled blue 
like flowers hacked from ice— 
the flower melts 
the ice blooms, at its core 
a rift of blossoming light. 


Next century garnered corundum: 


its wily grit ground down 
the mountain, left this 
spill of cold rock. Now we. 


V 
Now we mine 
pure absence 
pure sense 
of hole 
that has already outlived 
the mountain. 
Inside our mind the mine 
wells cold. Air eats 
the mountain down. 
Out and In 
approach each other like 
two jaws. We eat the air. 
The air eats us. 


VI 
Only 
in such cold 
your eyes splinter 
blue as 
what once 
was worth 
the perilous descent. 
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